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The fantaſ ap Tafte of the as cannot be more naturally expre/- 
f e ſome polite Perſon to ariſe from the 
and view. the 75 \Alteration-.- But as this vould.- 
b incredible, the Aut bas inſpired a Man of Senſe ang, 
Honour with a Deſire of reviſiting the Town after above © 
40 Tears Abſence from it; and, to avoid the Afurdity - of 
Soliloquy, has furniſbed kum with an humble Companion, 
who, as be is no" evays qualified jor" a Cehfor, has the Modeſty 
to ſpeak but once throughout. the ewhole Poem. 


Knight long abſent from the Town, 5 4 
. Who all its gay Delights had known, © © 
A2 Frequented 


12 1 


1 


| There found. that Bliſs, his Soul defir d. 
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Frequented Court, the Park, and Play, 
In good King Charle: the Second's Days; 
When Wit was cheriſh'd and preferr d, 
And Taſte, and Learning, found 1 

But hold for juſt Decorum ſake, 
This Knight ſome Mon de Guerre muſt take, 
Which may in Courſe hereafter, ſhow him, 
To be the Hero of the Poem. 

We'll call him Lindo: Let it paſs ; 
From whence he came; or who he was 
No Circumſtance is, of the Tale: 
Politely bred, rich, young. and hale; 
Thro' all the Rounds of Vice he'ad run, 
In Search of Good, like Salomon: 
Yet nought beneath the Sun, he found 
On which his Happinels to Ground. 
Quite tir'd with Pleaſure's empty Chace, 
He gave to, bettet Thoughts a Place; F\ 
And to a Country Life retir'd, © kx | 
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Sweet Air; cool. an de and quiet Reſt, 
Were, to his Intellects, a Feaſt, ne 
And by the Diff rence, . made him fa. | 
A arg. for what he left, Febind, . © 
D811 2 1 An 
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An eafy Fortune, pleaſant Seat, 


Compact, and elegantly neat, 
well choſen Books adorn his . 


And rural Sports preſerve his Health. 
4 Courted and lov'd, by all around; 


For Hoſpitality, renown'd: 

Yet, prudent Management was ſeen, 
Not too profuſe; nor yet too mean. 
No Tenants Cries invade his Ears, 


An Happineſs he never knew 

Midſt all his idle jovial Crew; 

For Lindo, had a Taſte refin'd; 

A noble; and exalted Mind: 

| Courteous to all, and yet reſerv'd : 

He Freedoms for his friends preſerv'd. 
One, more than all the reſt he choſe, 

Jon whom to fix his Sonl's Repoſe; 

Nor was miſtaken in his Aim, 

I, For, Belus merited his, Claim. 

To him, he thus diſolos'd his Mind, 

My Friend! tis true, I have reſign'd 

A Life of Pleaſare, long ago; 

Ang 0 yet ne Id gladly know, 


He had their Bleſſings, and their Prayers; , ; 


The 
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| The Truth of what we daily ins, 8 
| And ſee, how Things indeed appear, 
Come, wilt thou take a Trip to Town 
With me, unknowing and unknown? 
Like Antiquaries we'll ſurvey 
li The Monuments of Time's Decay. 
| Sure it will yield a vaſt Delight, 
To recollect each pleaſing Sight, 
And ſee What Lives Succeſſors lead, 
"Twill be like riſing from the Dead; 
Well, ſtudy not for a Reply, 
I read Compliance in your Eye: 
To-morrow's dawning Sun, ſhall ſee 
We'll be as early out as he. | 
So up they came, and taxe their Inn 
At grizly Head of Sarazen ; 
What Servants ſaid, or what they thought, 
It to the Reader matters not; 
For up to Town they brought not one, 
Except the Beaſts they rode upon: 
Here let them reſt, a Day or two, 
Then make a Tour, and take their View. 


But found no Alteration there; 


Unto the Church! they firſt repair, 


The 


; 
J 
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* 
The ſelf-ſame Worſhip, undefiPd, 
Lindo was taught when but a Child; 
Thank Heav'n cry'd he, ſo far w 


The reſt, I hope, is all but Spite. 
Come, now we'll o'er the City range, 


right, 


And viſit next, the Old Exchange, 


Where, like a Prince's Palace-Court, 
Agents, from all the World reſort, 


Tis now the Hour, and thou ſhalt ſee 
An univerſal Empory, 


Belus, thou never wer't in Town, 


Mark well, the Riches here are ſhown, 


The Gold Brocades, and cutious Laces; 


The crouded Shops and pretty Faces 
Of ſmiling Nymphs, with all their Paces, 


The Money from thy Purſe will fly, 
For who ſuch Askers, can deny? 

Ha! What means this? The-Gates are ſhut 
Pray. Youth let me a Queſtion put, 
You live ſo near, you can't. but know *' 
From whence this ſudden Turn does flow, 

The Boy repli'd, with ſaucy Air, 
It is no ſudden Turn, I'II ſwear : Af 
Where have you ſlept, old Father Time? 
The Hours are chang'd from One, to Nine: 

Lindo, 


Of what d'ye lack, Sir? What dye buy? 8 


[8] 
Lindo, who liv'd great as a Lord, 
Honour'd by all, almoſt ador d; 
Was ſtrangely pigu'd, to find the Lad | 
No Grace, nor better Manners had. | 
He knows me not (thought he) tis true; 
But Rev'rence to my Age is due; [42 
It was not thus in former Years, 
Reſpect attended Silver Hairs 
Now ev'ry rude, ill- natur d Chit, 
Thinks Impudence, a Piece of Wit. 
Let's paſs by this: When up he came, ƷÄ 
And found but One poor Shop remain, | 
Of eighty-two z which there he left, - 
He ſtood aghaft! ſome ſay he wept ! 
O Tempora | O Mares ! ſaid he, 
Here treated I, my deareſt Lady ; 
Now 'ſtead of Pearls; and Diamond Drops; 
Cobwebs, are gro um o'er all the Shops. 
That which is Jeſt, looks full as bad, 
The Shelves ane thin, the Maſter fad, 
What he has got, we'll go and try, : 
For ſure, tis Charity to buy, *,- moot 
| Lindo a noble Purchaſe made, 2710 
Some few ſuch Chaps, wou d raiſe A Trade, | 
And-falling into Converſe free, . n 
Had this Account of t'o ther Three; - 


— 
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[ Sillebing has, for many Tea 
Been Cecil freet, which Name it bears 
And Exeter, has long ſince been - 
I. Tranſmitted, to another Scene, 
Where, ſtead of Dreſfes for the Head, 
You'l now find Dreſſes for the Dead. 
The New Exchange in part remains, 
But thinly peopled, ſmall their Gains, 
And ſince your Honour Asks me why, 
To thew the Cauſe, I now will try. 
1 The Ladies Tafte, is alter d quite, 
| Whether for Grandeur or Delight, 
I can't reſolve! But ſadly find, | 
Shop-Trade goes, daily, more behind, 
While pratling Goſſips, they admit 
To interlope, and ſhew their Wit, 
Sz I By carrying Tales from one to tother, 
| | A world of Faults in Goods they mother. 
They dearer ſell, than we can do, | f 
And yet, divide our Profit too. | 
This hawking Traffick, hugely takes, 
And weekly, freſh Inſolvents makes. 
| Allthis is wrong, good Lindo cries, 
le, I And hinders Trade, and Merchandize: 
= I'm ſorry, for theſe Truths you tell, | 
And wiſh it better: So farewell. 


Now 


[ to } 


Now at Pontack's we'll take a Bit 
Shall quicken Nature's Appetite: _ 
Here ſhew a Room; What have you got? 


The Waiter (cries) ” What have we not; 


„All that · the Seaſon can afford, 
„Freſh, fat, and fine, upon my Word. 
„»A Guinea Ordinary, Sir ? 

Ay, ay, let's have it quick and nice, 
»Pll ſerve your Honours in a trice. 


Well, Thanks to Fortune here's the Name, 


The Houſe and Manners, ſtill the ſame; 
No Change throughout the whole appears 
But Faces, by the Length of Years, 
Now Belus, now, thou ſoon ſhalt ſee 
Earth, Air, and Water, yield to Thee 
Their Tribute of Variety. 

The Cloth being laid, thereon was ſet 
A Courſe in all Reſpects Compleat 
Adorn'd, and beautifully dreſsd, 

But what it was, cou'd not be gueſvd 
Firſt, they Taſte One, and then Another, 
And gaze, with Wonder, on each other. 


| 


Here (Waiter), you the Truth muſt know, 


Quoth Lindo, tell your Raree-Show, 2 


This Birds · Neſt. Soup from China brought 


Far fetch'd, and very dearly bought 
} 5 They 
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| 


| [111 
7 They were beſpoke, Sir, by a Lord, 
But to oblidge you, broke my Word. 
That's a Ragouſt, of fatted Snails, 
Which Novelty now much prevails. 
” This Bantam Pig, but one day old, 
” Is richly worth its Weight in Gold: 
” A Pudding too, within it, is 
Made of hard Row, and Ambergris, 
French Peaſe are here, in Gravy ſtew'ds 
with Cheeſe and Garlick, wond'rous good 
This an incomparable Tart, 
of Frogs, and Forc'd-meat, made with Art; 
» And this ſo nicely ſauc'd with Shrimp, 
” Is Cod, and I can ſwear it Crimp. 
” Theſe, Sir, are Chickens in RO 
The Fineſt, ever bleſt my Eyes: 
And if your Honour views them well, 
” They've not been two Hours from the den 
Zookers (quoth Lindo) ſpare your Date, 
You make one puke, to hear you Prate. - 
Here take away your filthy Treat, 
And bring ns ſomewhat, we can: eat. 
A Mutton-Chop or honeſt Stake, 
Some Recompence for This will make 
„Which ſmall Refreſhment being made, 
And A —_— E paid. 


Adieu, 


— 


L 12 ] 
Adieu, Funtact, for I foreſee 
Thow'lt ne'es take Penny more of me: . 

If this be counted Eating well, 1 
I never ſhall in Taſte excell. | 
Why (Belus) doſt thou pout, and frown, 8 
Come tell me, how doſt like the Town ? 5 0 

' O! not at all; woy'd we were down. 1 

All in good Time, a while we'll ſtay, 1 

And end this inauſpicious Day! y if 
With ſeeing of a merry Play. 0 N 
Let's read the Bill, the Town's Delight, 

The Beggars Opera, to Night: 

warrant tis a merry Scene, 

Willmake us laugh, and eaſe our Spleen, 

And, ſo let's boldly enter in 

The Dreſs and Muſick, they admare ! 

But Sound, and Show, will quickly tire, | i 
If Senſe, and Reaſon, are not found, +. | 
The Baſis of the Work to ground 

80 far d it here, with Lindo's Taſte, 

Two tedious Acts were dully paſt, | 
When Patience fail'd : A Magpie's Chatter | 
(Cried he's) beyond this Clitter Clatter, ( | 


Of Ballad Fragments, without Matter, 
Nor Senſe, nor Moral, Plot nor * 
To what d does all this Faftan tend? 


Come 


19 
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Might make the ſtouteſt Heart afraid, 


14 

Come let's to t'other Houſe repair, 

And ſee old Doctor Fanſtns, there, 

"Tis ſaid he was a Man of Art, 

And ſurely now, muft top his Part, 

His dext'rous Slight of Hand ſurvey, | 

And ſee this Hocus Pocys thy. - 
Away theſe two Inſpectors went, 


And for a while were well content, 
'Till dreadful Dragon, yawn'd for Battle, 


Thunder, and Light'ning round them rattle, 


Hell open'd, and a Sight diſplay'd, 


Ah mel cry'd Lindo, can this ſtand” 
With Reaſon, in a Chriftian Land? 
Can we believe Futurity, 

And yet ſuch Sights with Pleaſure fee ? 


O! dangerous, raſh Impiety. 


Here leave we them, unto their Reſt, 


How much delighted, may be gueſst 


Next Morn they roſe not till 'twas late: 

When Lindo, thus addreſs'd his Mate. 
So much I bave miſtaken been, 

In what we have already ſeen, 

I'll promyſe nothing for the Day, 

Butcake our Shane, as fall it may. 


Ne 


xt 


Hudled in Duſt, and tack'd together, 


Which ne'er belong'd unto the Dead. 


And breathe the wholeſome Morning Ar- 
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Next, to the Abbey let's repair, 

And' view the ſacred Relicks there 

Th' Antiquities of England ; ſee, 

Well worth our Curioſity. 
The Tombs run oe'r with canting Tone 
Of conqu'ring Edward; Princeſs Foan, ' 


Or right or wrong, no Matter whether, 
It ſerves the Turn, and gets the Pence; 
Chronology is baniſh'd hence. 


The Man diſmiſs'd, they walk around, 
Many new Monuments they found, 
In all Art's, Workmanſhip compleat, 
Grand, and magnificently neat. 

They many fine Inſcriptions read, 


See, Belus, here, what Time diſcovers, 
Tombs rais'd by Ladies to their Lovers: 
Their Husbands are not jealous ſure, 

Elſe ſome Diſtaſte it might procure. 


Thus 'twas in Days of Innocence, | 
A 


When Love Platonick 1ul'd oe'r Senſe, 


And neither fear'd, nor gave Offence. - | 


But now well to the Park repair, 


All 


ll 


| 


E151 
All the Beau Monde, will there reſort, 


And we, perhaps. may ſee the Court. 
He ſaid; nor waited a Reply; 


I (Readers will gueſs the Reaſon why) 
Humble Companions, mayn't diſpute; 
Their Patron's Will is abſolute, - 
I wiſh (ſays Lindo we may. find 
A Man adapted to my Mind; 
Who knows the Court, the Park, and Town 
To tell us who? and what is done? 
Lo! there ſits one: Ay, that is he, 
If Truth is in Phyſ'ognomy. 
Your Servant, Sir, if you'l permit, 
We'll reſt a while, upon this Seat. 
Gent. Sir, 'tis as free for you, as me; | 
And much I like, good Company : 
The King, and Queen, will walk to Day, 25 
And for their coming, here I ſtay. : 
See, they appear ! How grand thier Mein. 
Tho plainly dreſs'd, their Rank i is ſeen. N 
Linda. But why ſo plain is Brittain's Queen 
Gent, It ſhews her great Humility © 
And learns her Subjects Houſewifry. 


Lindo. But why ſo thinly guarded here 2. 3 


Gent. Good Sir, they are devoid of Fear 
bey 


wes 7 
They are no Tyrants, dread. bb Foes; 8 
Their Subjects Love, is thair Repoſe: 
May God preſerve them! fay I then, 
indo, III be your Clerks n 
But where's the Family to dx; , 
Gent. They're all rid out, another Way. 
Lindo Look vonder coins a pleaſunt Crew 
With high · crown d Hats, long Aprons too 
Good pretty Girls, I vo, and ſwear, 
But, wherefore do they hide their Ware. 
Gent. Ware, what d'ye mean? What ist, 
yon tell 
Lindo. Why ? 12 t they Eggs, and Butter 
1 | 
Such Coüntry Wenches, 1 mould khow | 
By gay Expetience long ago, | 
- Gent. Alas, Sir; you're miſtaken quite 
She on the Left-hand dreſt in white, 


Is Lady C=—, her 9 * 
But for the other Jov'ly r 


They all Light Honourables be. 1.8 
Lindo. Nay, now indeed, you tne th 
ſmile, 


How plealuitly von Time begtnle, 
F Mark that affected Tofs; and Stride 


=... n hung lie nahm by fe bi, 
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And t' othavy Arms on Kimbow bent, 
As if to fight, were her Intent. 
What tell you us, of Ladies fair, 
If ſo, they Maſqueraders are? 
Such Airs as theſe, can n&er become 
IA Front-Box ; or the Drawing-Room. 
ew Look, they acoſt ſome round-ear'd Cas 
5, traw, lin'd with Green, their May day oe 
What formal Bows, and aukward Daps: © 
„ Now Sir, I'm ſure, you cannot fail 
is I; ¶ To own, theſe carry Milking-Pail; 
- Their Hats are flatted on the Crown, 
tter and ſhew the Weight that preſs'd them down. 
| Gont. How ſtrangely wrong is your Report, 
Theſe Ladies, all belong to Court : 
This Faſhionable Diſabille, 
Has long prevail'd, and longer will. 
For why, this candid Country Dreſs; 
IDoes Native Innocence expreſs : 
I find, you have been long abroad, 
And do not know the preſent Mode. 
Theſe noble Peers, which now you ſee; 


\re proud to Join their Company. 
Lindo. Lords call you them ftay let me 9 | 


| ell made, if Nature had her due: 
Aud Nay, take my Word, are handſome too. 
C 


But 
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But fure the Taylor, wrong'd them both, 
When to that Suit he cut his Cloth. 
What Straitneſs on the Skirts appears? 
The Neck, is rais'd up to the Ears; 
Which to the flatteſt Shoulders give, 
The Hair of One, is tied behind, 
And platted like a Womankind. 
While Tother, carries on his Back, 
In filken Bag, a monſtrous Pack- 
But pray, what's that much like a Whip, 5 


Which with the Air does wav'ring skip 
—_ Side, to Side, and Hip, to Hip. 


- Gent: Sir, Do not look ſo fierce, and big, 
It is a modiſh Pigtail Wig. 


Lindo. Z—nds, cannot they this Mode refine 
What deck their Head, with Tail of Swine. _ 
(Forgive my Paſſion, it is Wrong) 7 | 
But what is that which rides along, > 
With ſable Helmet, Bever Down, © 3-7 
And Muffler, brac'd up to the Crown. | 
Pettycoats too; Oh Homines! . 

Some bold, Hermaphrodite, is this. 


Sent. Sir, *tis a Lady chaſte and fair, 
Return d. from taking of the Air: oo 
; : | - 
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The Hunting Cap, you Helmet call, 
Is now a Faſhion with them all. 
Lindo. Our Hats and Coats, long worn have 
they, 
And Breeches too, if in their way : 
Then let them bravely mount aſtide, 
And like true Amazonians ride, 


Gent. How obſtinately you purſue 
Old Cuſtoms, and condemn the ney : 
Go on! and proſper ; take your Will, 
Be reſolute, and peviſh till : 

And yet Ill lay a Guinea ſtake, 

That I ſhall you a Convert make, 

Since fo diſpleas'd with Negligence, 

And Diſabilles gave Offence, 

View well that Set of Ladies there, 

How perfectly well dreſs'd they are, 

Not Envy, can a Blemiſh *ſpy, 

Like Forms in Wax, they charm the Eye, 
Each. like a Sov'raign Queen does move, 
And; repreſents the Wife of Fove. Bj 


Lindo Why; this is worſe than all the reſt, 
| A ſomewhat not to be expreſt; _ 
=. 80 
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50 ſift; fo forc'd ; as if by Art, 
A Puppet mov'd, and play'd its Part. 


That length of Stomacher before, 
Hook d down, as 'twas in Days of Tore, 
No graceful Turn, of Neck, admits, 

But ſerves our ſenſual Appetites : 

For ſeeing Bubbies ſo diſplay'd, 

We think an eaſy Congueſt made, 

> Tho' Nymphs (perhaps) are as unwilling, 
As choſe who ſtand in fear of killing. 


The Length of Waſte too, vile appears, 

t lifts the Shoulders, to the Ears : | 
And Sleeves tuck'd half Way up the Arm, 
Sir, call you this a Dreſs to Charm 
It is, to qualify a Shame, 

To ſeem, as they from Waſhing came. 


looun (with you) theſe are moſt fair, 
4 And nat'rally well ſhapen are; 

But if eontinu'd at this Rate, 

You'll ſcarcely find one Woman ftrait : 
And as it is, if you but mind, 

Not one in fifty, you will find 

That is not to one Side inclin d. 


Thi 


For by this ſet, unplaited Gown, 
The leaſt Defect is fully ſhown - 

And what in one Part is ſuppreſt, 
Forces its Way into the reſt 

Ev'n Nature is of Health bereav'd, 
And Life ebbs out, thus unperceiv'd, 


It was not thus in former Days' 

(I ſpeak it to our Father's Praiſe,) 

Then Cloaths for Ornament were worn, 
And Faſhions ſtudied, to adorn , 

Eaſy, and free; without Offence, 

Or Strain, to Nature's Excellence, 


er Faults conceaP'd, her Charms diſplay d, 
Redoubled Beauties, we ſurvey'd, 


Gent, Sir, if you can a Word admit? 

_ Liudo. No, Sir, I've not done with them yet? 
Choſe Angel Faces! who can ſee 
Ind not a griev'd Spectator be, 
ransform'd by Dreſs, like F iexland Hen, 
ith Feathers turning back agen. 
he Curls, which ſhou'd the Forehead ſhades 
and ſtaring up like Horns diſplay'd, 

if they did our Sex defy ! 
Look for it Men, if e er you try 
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A Pullet's Rump, juſt o'er the Nofe. 


O Britain! as Hiſtorians tell, 
Thy Women, bore away the Bell; 
An handſome Nation, were allow'd, 
And Europe. to their Beauties bow'd. 


But now, alas! tis plainly ſhown, 
Of Comlineſs, they're weary grown: 


And Men (forſooth) to pleaſe their Taſte, | 


Diſguiſe themſelves, een full as faſt, 


Come Belus, now we'll haſten down, 
And never more, approach this Town. 
And Sir, ſor your Civility, 

All humble Thanks receive from Me. 


A ME. 


And 'ſtead of graceful Front there ſhows 


[E- 


CW 1 
A Method how to make and preach 4 
Sermon that ſhall pleaſe. 


. \ \ 70 UDP you preach Sermons that ſhall 


ſuit the Taſte. 
Of Ears polite, deliver them in Haſte; 
Short be your Method, chuſe an eaſy Text, 
But if perplext, why let it be perplext : 
For Explanations never rack your Brain, 
The Words are common, and theirSenſe as —. 


Burket and Hammond tell you what they mean 
Shou d Rufticks mutter, hy ſet that at nought 


They are too dull, poor Wretches, to be tau ght; 


Their little Sins will doubtleſs be forgiv'n, 


What ſaves the Squire, muſt needs preach them; 
to Heav'n. 


' Beſides, the Fair with an offended Nod, 


(Who i in due Form, pay Viſits to their God,) 


Complain *tis Cold, andin a trembling Note, 


Pour forth regardleſs all their Pray'rs by Rote; 


The Prieſt himfelf they ſay's the greateſt Sinner, 
Whoſe tedious Length cools both n Zeal— 
8 and Dinner. 
By them advis'd then, Minutes half a _ 
Never exceed, if Whſe——y0u.Þ pleaſe the more . 
And 


[ 24 ] 
| | And cou'd the Whole be huddled up in Five, | 
- -.. > You'd be, I'm ſure, the Beſt Divine alive. | 
R One Caution more and then I think I've done : [| 


* 


q 
* 
* 


'Tis not enough your Text be ſlightly ſpun, 


| 
Bnut to write wel, mind this Preſtiption; 
7 Charity, Conſcience, put of each —a Scrnple, 
| And of Repentance, juſt preſcribe t he Duple; 
N'er talk of Gratitude. that's out of Faſhion: 
As G——7: has prov'd, beyond Demonſtration : 
Nor mention Hell, *twill make your Hearers 
- Baze, 8 | 
Sneer at your Faith, and ridicule its Blaze, 
But ſhou'd they not, what Man's ſo mad t a. 
firight 
With Hriets and Groans, an Audience polite 
Let not God's Wrath then in your Work 
| abound, 
But of his Mercy take at leaſt a Pound, , / 
Say ſav'd thereby 's the Prodigal and Thief, 1 
You'll gain Attention and no doubt, Belief, 
Theſe Rules obſerv'd will give the Preacher 
— | Eaſe, * | 
And Character; and cannot fail to pleaſe, 


— —— — ci —— — 
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